THE SCENE IS CHANGED

wondering how long freedom for the rest of us would last,
and what it was worth. I got into the train with a German
tennis champion, who was going to play in a tournament at
Munich. His ambition was to play at Wimbledon, and as
long as we spoke of tennis he was a most amiable fellow.
Then he asked me what I was doing in Bavaria, and I told
him of my visit that day to the fortress. His eyes hardened
as he said, " But Toller is a Jew ". At the time this struck
me as irrelevant and even funny, for Toller had every Ger-
man characteristic. But deep in the blue eyes of this tennis-
player was foreshadowed the darkness of Europe. I got out
of the train at Munich feeling that the city was not quite as
before ; superstition was strangling its good-nature. I had
to walk up the Zugspitze for fresh air ; and when I came
down from the mountain huts, three days later, my stock of
paper money had dwindled in value by a half. The farmers
of the villages were fingering million-mark notes and
wondering what to do with them, for their yards were
already stacked with agricultural machinery bought from
. Krupps, and they had paid off the mortgages on their farms
for the price of an old suit of clothes. Inflation makes the
peasant king,
I had just money enough left to visit Breslau for some
dramatic celebrations in honour of Gerhart Hauptmann,
who was then celebrating his sixtieth birthday. A series of
his plays was very well done by the company of the city
theatre, reinforced by pkyers from Berlin. This dramatist
had been considered as a possible President of the Republic ;
and he had every claim to be called the " representative
man " of cultural Germany. Here in Silesia, among his own
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